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their flowers and gently dancing and swaying in the
breeze. Surprise dried her eyes, and when she heard
this song which they were singing in one soft chorus,
she went laughing and happy into the house :

<( Our sister is gone, tra la, tra la,
Her "work is done, tra la, tra la.
How happy are we,
That she is set free,

Can be heard in our merry song, tra la,
Can be heard in our bright merry song.

<( No more a fairy, tra la, tra la,
Will sister tarry, tra la, tra la.
But a butterfly, she
Henceforth will be,

How pleased are we all for her sake, tra la,
How pleased are we all for her sake."